ADDITIONAL POEMS

Fortune's lap has prizes in it

Yet for you in store.
Who knows ?   In another minute

You may strike the ore.

Now I *m off with my old kicker,

On my daily task.

Stay 1   Since  you have paunched  the
liquor,

Hand me back that flask.

AN UNFINISHED POEM1

ALL night I 've heard the marsh-frog's croak,
The jay's rude matins now prevail,

The smouldering fire of bastard oak
Now blazes, freshened by the gale;

And now to eastward, far away

Beyond the range, a tawny ray

Of orange reddens on the grey,
And stars are waning pale.

We mustered once when skies were red,

Nine leagues   from   here across   the

plain,
And when the sun broiled overhead,

Rode with wet heel and wanton rein.
The wild scrub cattle held their own,
I lost my mates, my horse fell blown,
Night came, I slept here all alone,

At sunrise riding on again,

I heard yon creek's refrain.

1 Given to me "by Mr. Lambton L. Mount under the circum-
stances mentioned in the Introduction.